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Searle was sitting inside the hull, and as he lifted
his dirty, ugly begrimed face moist with drops of sweat,
and gazed out of the window at the sunlit distance, a
far-away look came into his eyes; and almost as soon as
he turned the tuning knob with his right hand, he said,
"Amman's got me," then, "Heliopolis acknowledging,"
a faint thin high note, like a hair; then, "Abu Suweir,"
as they picked the message up, and then Amman's
powerful station relaying the message to Baghdad. In
ten minutes every Mail station knew that His Majesty's
Mail was down and in urgent need; and there were
we, apparently alone, far from civilization, on that plain
haunted only by the wonder of the past, with a few
electrical instruments.

By this time it was high noon, and the flint-covered
sand plain warmed up. Three hundred yards away
stood Kasr Kharana burying its secrets. We unbolted
the engine ready to take out, and dismantled the header
tank, and wirelessed to Amman to fetch the header
tank stay to be mended. We also wirelessed to Egypt
for a new one as well as an engine. About 3.0 p.m.
the air became vibrant with the sound of an engine,
and as we looked towards the dim line of the Jebel
Mugher, over which we had come, we saw Barkley.
We lit a smoke candle and he came down and landed
and took over the Mail. In three-quarters of an hour
he was gone again eastwards.

While he was down, the sense of loneliness dis-
appeared, and we seemed in touch with humanity once
more. When I saw him disappear as a faint blur
over the horizon of hills, I felt the savour had gone
out of life. We knew by wireless that Amman were
pending out cars? and we scaiiiied the ^xtefit of t